70                           DAYS    WITH    BERNARD    SHAW
visible things. There is something convincing to him in a brick, when
aimed at him, which he misses in Beethoven. He speaks of hard cash,
nothing like leather, solid British oak with a complete sense of security;
even their hearts are raised to being like oak. He feels completely lost
when he is faced with something that he can't lay his hands on like music
or mathematics."
"Yes, instead of the matter-of-fact man, as you call him, admitting
this lack of understanding, he prefers to think of the creative man as
defective, or at least akin to madness."
"Most of them are," Shaw answered decisively. "Most of them are.
I am possibly the only sane exception."
Before he left I told him that next time he came he would find a new
friend to meet him. A look of petulance showed on his face.
"Then I'll avoid your place like a plague," he exclaimed.
"Just as you wish. He has come to stay and you will find us in-
separable."
He came somewhat earlier than usual next time. Eagerly he inquired
about our new friend. But Tinkerbell himself came forward and would
have no formalities. He barked his welcome, wagging his tail mightily
and then lay at the feet of G.B.S. in a line with the cat.
"I must admit I was frightened," G.B.S. said, "when you mentioned
a new friend. Man is the only animal of which I am thoroughly and
cravenly afraid. I don't want people, they waste my time."
"Is that why you instil fear?" I asked.
"I, do I?" He enjoyed this assertion. "When I was a little boy I was
always playing the devil. My chief delight was to paint the whitewashed
walls of Dalkey with pictures of Mephistopheles and even Lee amused
himself, at my expense, by decorating my face to look my future part.
As a child dreams so he becomes. Though not perhaps by the ways and
meansne expects." As he spoke his very eyebrows, moustache and ears
affirmed his words.
"Wasn't it Hazlitt who said: fMan is the only animal that laughs and
weeps: for he is the only animal that is struck with the difference between
what things are and what they might have been.' "
"Well," G.B.S. retorted, "the quicker he stopped laughing and
weeping and started thinking a bit it would be better for him."
G.B.S. folded his arms and swung his foot violently above the
prostrate form of Tinkerbell, who, with one eye on the sole of the shoe
above, sighed deeply and I was almost afraid of the impact on his trusting